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	1. Berk Theatre

Berk Theatre

**A/N: So…yeah, this happened. XD This is the first installment of a series of shameless self-insertions. I know self-insertions are kind of frowned upon by the fan fiction community, but these stories are not, repeat NOT supposed to be taken seriously. These are just some light-hearted comedic tales involving myself and two of my very best friends in the whole world. (I am Audun and my two friends are Hillevi and Alva.) The only goals I have are, one: to give you a glimpse of what hanging out with these two wonderful people is like for me, and two, to make you laugh. If I can achieve these two modest objectives, I will consider this collection a success. So I repeat, please don't take these stories seriously! They're just for fun! (Besides, I need something lighthearted to balance out the seriousness of **_**Hiccup the Useless**_**. Seriously.) **

**Anyway, on with the show! **

The entire population of the Isle of Berk showed up for the premier performance of _Once Upon a Raid_, a play written by Fishlegs and starring the local children. The Great Hall was packed to the brim with Vikings eager to see the kids present this fairy tale on stage. The usual tables had been pushed aside and replaced by rows and rows of benches, and every seat was occupied. An excited murmur filled the hall as its occupants chatted and laughed in anticipation.

At the back of the hall, three friends took an entire bench to themselves. Well…themselves and their dragons. Hillevi the Steady, with her brown hair, oval face, and bright eyes, sat with her red Monstrous Nightmare Daydream and was currently cuddling with the dragon's head. The expression on Daydream's face suggested that she'd been accosted like this before and was resigned to it. On Hillevi's right was her best friend Alva the Gregarious. She had blond hair, though at the moment it was hard to tell, as she was covered in a swarm of Terrible Terrors, all of which she had "rescued." On her other side sat Audun the Scribe, tall, brown-haired, and currently in conversation with Hiccup, who was seated on the row in front of him.

"Is this Fishlegs' first script?" Audun asked, reaching up absently to scratch the chin of his yellow Terrible Terror Sundance, who was perched on his shoulder.

"Yep," Hiccup replied, twisting around in his seat to speak to his friend. "He's really excited about it." He glanced swiftly around before adding in an undertone, "Hasn't shut up about it in weeks, in fact."

Audun chuckled.

"Where's Phantom? I hardly ever see you without that dragon," Hiccup inquired.

"Oh, he's out there with Toothless and the others," Audun said, gesturing vaguely back at the doors to the Great Hall. "Seriously, if we all brought our dragons in here, there'd be no room to breathe!"

Hiccup glanced over at Hillevi, who was still snuggled up against Daydream's face. He opened his mouth to ask the obvious question, but Audun answered before he even got a word out, "There are exceptions to every rule. And if you value your life, you'll make that exception."

Hiccup gulped. "I do value my life, oddly enough," he remarked with a nervous laugh. He then quickly changed the subject. "How's Mojo doing?"

Mojo was Audun's horse, the only horse on Berk, which Audun had brought with him when he, Hillevi, and Alva visited the island just before the battle of the Red Death. The trip had been on the occasion of an inter-tribal wedding and they had been caught up in the whirlwind of events that had followed. When Stoick announced that dragons would be integrated into the Vikings' lives, the three friends decided to make their stay permanent and moved in with the chief's blessing that very week. Mojo, Audun's grumpy old paint gelding, went everywhere with his master and thus became Berk's only equine resident.

"He's being a crotchety old man," Audun now said in response to Hiccup's question. "Does nothing but eat all day and positively glares at me every time I saddle him up to ride."

"So he's doing fine then," Hiccup summarized.

"Never better," Audun returned, and they both laughed.

"What's so funny?" came Alva's muffled voice; there was a Terror perched on her face.

"You know, if you left the horde at home you might actually manage to be a part of things," Hillevi remarked, her eyes never leaving Daydream as she continued to cuddle with the dragon.

Alva shook her face free of the Terror, which promptly scurried up to nestle in her hair. "Leave my babies?" she said, aghast. "I could never do that! Leaving the poor things all alone in that house…" She shuddered as if the very thought made her feel faint.

Hillevi rolled her eyes and didn't reply. Hiccup shot them a questioning look but Audun whispered, "Don't ask," and he thought it best to stay silent.

The show began not long after that and silence fell upon the hall as the kids performed. The story was a cute little fairy tale about two kids who stow away when their parents set out to raid a neighboring village and find themselves on a magical adventure, encountering witches, trolls, and of course a few dragons.

One such dragon was a yellow Terrible Terror that Hiccup had trained himself for this role. He was the witch's minion and spent most of the show perched atop her shoulder.

And then the witch turned her head and said to the little dragon, "Go fetch my broom, Periwinkle."

There was maybe half a beat of absolute silence.

And then Daydream burst into flame.

Audun and Alva (as well as most of the others in the hall) turned to look at Hillevi, whose expression was absolutely blank. But her two friends knew better than to think all was well. They both knew that Daydream was so in tuned to her mistress' thoughts and emotions that she always flamed up whenever Hillevi was angry or upset. They turned to look at each other. Then, without saying a word, they slowly, nervously began to scoot toward the edge of the bench.

Hillevi spoke. Her voice was calm, toneless, and gave no warning or indication that she was upset. But both Audun and Alva knew that this exact tone was her most dangerous and began to scoot a little faster away from her.

"They named it…"

Scoot.

"…Periwinkle…"

Scoot, scoot.

"…and…"

_Scoot, scoot, scoot. _

"…it's…YELLOW?!"

Several things happened in such rapid succession that no one could ever say afterward what exactly occurred or in what order. Audun and Alva scooted right up to the edge of the bench. Alva accidentally shoved Audun off the seat entirely, and he fell to the floor with a yelp. At almost the same instant, the bench leg snapped and the end collapsed, sending Alva and her horde of Terrors toppling on top of him. Hillevi, now seated on a slanted surface, slid rapidly down the slick wooden board with a startled "_Eep!_" She landed on the pile of humans and dragons, and Alva's Terrors all took off, flapping and squawking indignantly as the three friends struggled to extricate themselves from each other. Then, all at once, the little dragons descended and landed atop them, completely concealing them in a mass of moving, multicolored scales.

All this took about five seconds.

Another three seconds of absolute silence followed, in which the other Vikings all stared dumbfounded down at the mass of Terrors.

And then the mountain erupted like a volcano, and Hillevi lunged to her feet with a wild, "BUT…IT'S…_YELLOW_!"

"Oh gods, here we go," Audun moaned under his breath, and then added to Alva, "Do you think you could possibly get off me? I can't breathe!"

Alva opened her mouth to reply, but her words were drowned out by Hillevi yelling, "FISHLEGS!"

The stout playwright squeaked in terror and trembled in his seat near the front of the hall. Hillevi marched toward him, her still-flaming dragon following close behind. "It's yellow?!" she cried. "Yellow?! And you named it _Periwinkle_?!"

"Y-yes," Fishlegs stammered. "W-we couldn't find a b-blue dragon and train it in t-time for the show…s-so we had to make d-do with the yellow T-Terror."

Hillevi's nostrils flared. "But…it's…YELLOW!"

"Should I try to stop her…?" Hiccup asked uncertainly.

"Not unless you want to lose your other foot," Audun grunted, struggling to an upright position. Sundance returned to his shoulder with a disgruntled grumble.

"Uh…" Hiccup glanced down at his feet. "No, I'd really rather not." He looked back up to see that Hillevi was chasing Fishlegs all over the hall. The sight was garnering a few laughs from the crowd, and truth be told it _was _rather amusing to watch. "Why exactly is she named 'Hillevi the Steady' again?" Hiccup asked. "This doesn't exactly scream 'steady' to me."

"Well, the name 'Hillevi' does mean 'happy in war,' so…" Audun shrugged.

Hiccup raised his eyebrows. "Oh…that explains a lot, actually."

"You have no idea," Alva muttered. Her voice was slightly muffled, for her horde of Terrors had settled all over her once again.

It took several minutes to calm Hillevi down, though she continued to fume to herself as the show continued. Her eyes narrowed dangerously every time a character mentioned the name "Periwinkle."

Act One drew to a close and was followed by an intermission. Audun noticed that everyone seemed to be giving Hillevi and Daydream a wide berth. "You know, it's not that big a deal," Alva began, but she fell abruptly silent when Hillevi shot a glare her way.

Act Two began, and it seemed as though everything would turn out okay.

That is, until the witch stepped on stage again.

With a blue dragon perched on her shoulder.

This time, Audun and Alva didn't wait for Daydream to flare up. They shot to their feet and bolted for the doors, throwing them open and hurtling out into the night. From behind them they heard Hillevi scream, "WHAT?! _WHAT?! _NO! YOU CANNOT JUST CHANGE THE COLOR OF THE DRAGON AND EXPECT US TO GO ALONG WITH IT! IT'S CALLED CONTINUITY, DAMMIT!"

"Phantom!" Audun called, and immediately a blue Deadly Nadder swooped in from the sky, squawking a greeting to his rider.

"River!" Alva trilled (her voice still muffled by the Terror on her face), and her own Nadder, also blue, approached. Toothless gazed after the two departing dragons, his head cocked to the side in confusion.

"Don't worry, Toothless," Audun said to the bewildered Night Fury. "I'm sure Hiccup will explain everything."

"If he survives Hillevi's rage," Alva added.

Toothless merely blinked, puzzled, but neither Audun nor Alva paused to explain further. They both climbed onto their dragons' backs and took off into the night, leaving the echoes of their friend's fury behind them.

"Think she'll calm down by morning?" Audun asked over the sound of the wind rushing past their ears.

"Maybe," Alva replied, shaking her head to free her lips from Terror feet. "If she doesn't burn the Great Hall down first."

Audun chuckled. "Well I guess Fishlegs will learn his lesson from all this. Never under any circumstances name a dragon by a color if its scales are not of that particular color."

"And never change the color of a dragon; it disrupts continuity," Alva added with a nod.

"Of course," Audun said after a moment's thought, "it may not matter either way. Somehow I doubt that Fishlegs will ever write a play again after all this…"

**A/N: And yes, Mojo is really the name of my horse. I figured if I was really going to do this self-insertion thing, I might as well include him in it. **


	2. Warning Signs

Warning Signs

**A/N: I don't really know what to say about this one except…when my friends start arguing, it's generally best for me to stay out of the way. For my own safety. XD (Love you guys! You know that, right…?) **

**It's short, but I hope you enjoy this story! **

"Where are they?" Hiccup asked, looking over at Audun for an answer.

Audun shrugged, glancing over to the entrance to the Berk Dragon Academy. He'd been sneaking looks in that direction for the past ten minutes, waiting for Hillevi and Alva to show up. Granted, punctuality wasn't exactly their strong point, but they usually made an effort to be on time for dragon training.

Nearby, Snotlout grumbled, "How much longer are we gonna wait?"

"As long as it takes," Astrid replied, her arms crossed.

Snotlout groaned. "Can't we just start without them?"

Hiccup raised his eyebrows. "You really think that's a good idea, Snotlout? Especially after what happened last time you pissed Hillevi off?"

Snotlout visibly paled. He had once tried to court Hillevi, and it hadn't ended well. Indeed, his eyebrows still hadn't completely grown back yet.

"They might have decided to sleep in," Audun mused to himself.

"It's almost noon!" Tuffnut exclaimed. "And they're still sleeping?"

"It wouldn't be the first time," Audun replied, shrugging. He turned to Hiccup. "Why don't we go to their house? We may have to wake them up."

"Uh…are you sure that's a good idea?" Fishlegs asked nervously. Having been on the receiving end of Hillevi's ire before, he wasn't keen to find himself in such a situation again.

"We don't all have to go," Audun said. "Hiccup and I will go see what's keeping them and then bring them back here. Then we can get started. Sound good?"

No one had any objection to that, so Audun and Hiccup, with their dragons walking loyally alongside them, headed to a cliff a short distance from the village. Upon this cliff sat the house Hillevi and Alva shared.

It was a rather odd house. Actually, "odd" was a bit of an understatement. It sat more or less on the edge of the cliff. Or at least, the original structure did, the little one-story hut that had once been a cozy little cottage. But it had been added to and expanded so much that it was all but unrecognizable. The house was a huge, lopsided building that stretched up and out in no particular shape or pattern, its crooked walls and slanted roofs creating the most unusual shape on the entire island. One whole wing hung precariously over the cliff edge, held up by stout wooden poles dug into the rock and prayers offered up to every god the village could think of.

As Audun and Hiccup approached the house, they noticed the red Monstrous Nightmare reclining on the ground near the front (and only) door. Daydream opened her eyes lazily as the two boys drew nearer and rumbled a greeting. "Hello, Daydream," Audun said. "What are your mother and aunt up to in there?"

He wasn't really expecting the dragon to answer. And he certainly wasn't expecting her to burst into flame.

Yet Hillevi's Nightmare was suddenly and inexplicably ablaze.

Audun and Hiccup both froze in mid-step. Daydream didn't seem to be upset at their approach. So that could only mean one thing: Hillevi was angry about something and Daydream was picking up on it.

Their suspicion was confirmed a mere second later.

"_ALVAAAAAAAAA!_"

Hillevi's shriek shattered the early afternoon silence and made both boys jump backward, startled. Hiccup collided with Toothless, who grumbled irritably.

Alva said something that they couldn't make out, and Hillevi responded with, "_You bitch!_" (Although the way she said it made it sound like "_Yoo beech!_") Alva made some kind of startled sound that might have been a squeak.

And then the door flew open.

Hillevi stood on the threshold, and it was immediately clear why she was so upset. Her tunic was covered in little claw marks, evidence that at least one Terrible Terror had gotten its little talons into it and had a field day.

Hillevi's rage-reddened eyes fell on Audun, who went suddenly pale. "Uh-oh…"

"_AUDUN!_" Hillevi roared. "_YOU GET OVER HERE RIGHT NOW!_"

Hiccup, who had been watching all this in open-mouthed shock and fear, turned around on the spot. "Well, see you later, Audun. It's been nice knowing you…"

Audun whipped around and lashed out, his fingers clenching around Hiccup's fur vest and stopping him in his tracks. "Oh no you don't!" he said. "If I'm going in there, you're going in with me!"

"But why?!" Hiccup yelped.

"You're the future chief," Audun explained as he began to make his way toward the house, practically dragging Hiccup along behind him. "You need to learn how to deal with such matters. Besides, it makes my chances of survival a little better if there are two of us. I have a fifty-fifty shot of her attacking you first, thereby giving me the chance to escape."

"Oh Thor…!" Hiccup moaned. "Toothless, help me out here!"

The Night Fury sat down upon the lawn and crooned what might have been an apology: _Sorry, Hiccup. But she scares me. You're on your own this time. _

"Great," Hiccup huffed. "Thank you for nothing, you useless reptile."

And with that, they crossed over into the house, the door slamming shut behind them.

**A/N: If you're wondering why Hillevi and Alva's house is so unusual, stay tuned. It will be explained in one of the later stories. Although I'm pretty sure I've dropped a couple of hints already… **


	3. Judge of Character

Judge of Character

**A/N: So I was thinking the other day, how would Hiccup react if he could read some of my fan fictions? What would he think of all the crap I put him through? This little story came along not long after. Needless to say, some breaking of the fourth wall is coming up. I'm afraid it might not be as funny as I intended; it kind of turned into a justification for writing fan fiction, but I hope you get a laugh out of it regardless. **

"Audun!"

Audun paused halfway through saddling his Nadder, Phantom, and turned to look at the speaker. It was Hiccup, and he looked distinctly peeved.

"Uh-oh," Hillevi remarked. "What did you do?"

"I haven't the faintest," Audun replied in complete honesty. He thought back but couldn't come up with any reason for his friend to be approaching him with his arms crossed and his face set in a scowl. Toothless bounded along behind him, carrying a rather bulky sack in his teeth.

A very familiar looking sack, actually.

"Oh shit," Audun groaned as understanding hit him like a Gronckle flying at top speed. "He found my stories."

"Your stories?" Alva repeated, raising her eyebrows. "You mean your _fan fiction_?"

"Uh-huh," Audun sighed.

Hillevi let out a single laugh. "Well this ought to be entertaining."

Audun glared at her. "Thanks for the support." Then he turned to Hiccup, who had come to a stop a few paces away. "Hi, Hiccup. What's going on?"

In answer, Hiccup gestured for Toothless to drop the sack, which he did with a satisfied little warble. Hiccup reached into the bag and pulled out a scroll. "I found this in your bedroom," Hiccup said in a voice of forced calm. "I was in there to collect the Book of Dragons. Remember, you said I could just drop by whenever and pick it up?"

Audun nodded. He did remember and was seriously regretting that particular decision.

"Well, while searching for the Book, I found these," Hiccup went on, gesturing down at the sack at his feet and waving the scroll in his hand for emphasis. "Can you imagine my surprise when I realized that these…these _stories_…" He put an unpleasant stress on the word. "…were all about me?"

"Well…they aren't about just you," Audun said uncomfortably. "They're about all of you…though I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell Astrid that," he added quickly.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "You know, you're not a bad writer," he remarked. "In fact, I kind of like your style. And some of them, like this one…" He opened the scroll in his hand to show the title "The Bjornson House" scrawled across the top. "…are actually pretty good."

"Uh…thank you…?" Audun could sense the "but" coming and braced himself for it.

"But then there are stories like this one," Hiccup continued, digging into the sack and pulling out a notebook with the title _Out of the Sea _written in long, loopy writing. "What in Thor's name made you decide to turn me into a fish?"

Audun winced. "Actually…it was a merman," he mumbled.

"I have a fish tail in this story!" Hiccup snapped, waving the notebook in Audun's face. "Will you please explain that to me?!"

Behind Audun, Hillevi and Alva snickered. Audun chose to ignore them and stated, somewhat lamely, "It's fantasy…it's a fairy tale, that's all…"

Hiccup snorted. He dropped the notebook back in the sack and pulled out another one. "And this one?" he asked, showing him the title _Titanic_. "This one doesn't even make sense! A ship made of iron sinking after striking an iceberg? Lifeboat shortages? Grand staircases? I'm engaged to Heather? What kind of alternate universe is this?!"

"Actually, you just answered your own question," Audun said, trying to sound bright and cheerful and failing miserably. "It's an alternate universe. As in, not this one."

Hiccup growled. "You sure like to put me through a lot of crap in your stories," he said. "You turn me into a fish, you put me on a sinking ship and have me nearly freeze to death, you've made me a servant to my uncle and cousin—"

"That one's also a fairy tale," Audun interrupted.

"Who cares?!" Hiccup shouted. "Why would you put me through all that?"

"Um…" Audun hesitated. "I'm not sure, exactly…and hey," he went on quickly, "not all my stories put you in such peril. There's 'We Celebrate Them,' which has you and Astrid engaged to be married…"

"After my father's death!" Hiccup barked. "Do you know something I don't?"

"Uh…" Audun went red. "Never mind…but hey, I gave you a good singing voice," he added, hoping it would distract him from the awkward line of questioning.

It did.

"Oh yes, the singing! All the singing!" Hiccup was ranting now. "Have you ever heard me sing, Audun? I don't sing! I sound awful when I sing! Yet you have no less than six stories that are all about me singing some random songs that I've never even heard of! For Thor's sake, you even turned me into some kind of Ice King for one of them!"

"I thought they were fun…?" Audun said uncertainly, shrugging.

Hiccup glowered. "You have a strange idea of fun," he said. "I looked at some of your notes for future stories. You're planning on shrinking me down to the size of a thumb?!"

"Another fairy tale," Audun sighed. "Hey, at least they have happy endings."

Hiccup raised his eyebrows. "Oh really," he said, reaching into the bag and pulling out yet another notebook. At the sight of the title, Audun groaned aloud. "Oh, I was hoping you wouldn't see that one…"

"_Hiccup the Useless_?" Hiccup read. "Useless? Of all the things for you to put me through – the fish tail, the sinking ship, the servanthood, the ice powers, the singing – this has got to be the worst! How could you even consider—?!"

"For Odin's sake, Hiccup, it's fiction!" Audun burst out. "That's all it is! It's just fiction! I wrote it for fun! I didn't ask you to read it or enjoy it! I wrote it for myself!"

"You get personal pleasure out of torturing me?" Hiccup demanded.

"No!" Audun cried in exasperation. "Hence the term 'FICTION'! I would never actually do any of this to you personally! It's all pretend, make-believe! It's creative expression, release of emotions, catharsis, whatever you want to call it! Besides, that particular story isn't even finished yet! For all you know, it'll have a happy ending!"

Hiccup looked at Audun as if he was growing a second head. "You had the village treat me like an outcast until I attempted suicide."

"I never said it wasn't a dark story," Audun mumbled.

Behind him, Hillevi and Alva were still laughing.

"I just can't believe this," Hiccup muttered, shaking his head. "Why exactly do you do this? Why do you write about me?"

"Because, well…" Audun struggled for a moment. "Because…I identify with you, I guess."

Hiccup blinked, momentarily stunned into silence.

"I also wasn't popular when I was young," Audun went on. "I had few friends – though the ones I did have were awesome," he added, glancing back at Hillevi and Alva, who had stopped laughing and were listening raptly. "And I was often picked on for being, well…different. So I guess I use you as a main character because I get what it's like to go through some of that stuff."

Hiccup opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out. He closed it again, paused, then said, "Um…okay…" He looked down at _Hiccup the Useless _still clutched in his hand. Then he passed it over to Audun. "You said this one might still have a happy ending?"

"Within reason," Audun replied, taking the notebook. "I'm still working out the fine details."

Hiccup nodded. "Well…if you're going to do it, do it right."

Audun grinned. "I plan on it."

Hiccup allowed himself a small smile before turning away. Then he paused and looked back over his shoulder. "And…the fairy tale about me being the size of a thumb?"

"Will also have a happy ending," Audun promised. "Most fairy tales do."

Hiccup looked relieved. "Good…good…"

Audun chuckled. "Hey, give me some credit, at least I've never killed you off in any of these stories."

Hiccup chuckled. "Thank Thor for small favors." Then he walked away.

"Wow," Hillevi remarked after he'd gone. "That was awkward."

Audun didn't say anything. He merely bent down to pick up the discarded sack. Then he turned toward his house and set off, Phantom trotting along behind him. "Where are you going?" Alva called after him.

"I'm going home to write a story," Audun replied without looking back. "I'm going to write myself out of this universe."


	4. The House on the Cliff

The House on the Cliff

**A/N: For those of you wondering why Hillevi and Alva's house was so oddly constructed…wonder no more. The answer awaits. **

**By the way, "ichi," "ni" (pronounced "nee"), and "go" are Japanese words for the numbers 1, 2, and 3, respectively. **

Audun felt his heart sink to his feet as he looked down at the note in his hands.

_Get over here right now! _was all it said. It was written in a hand he knew well: Hillevi had a distinctive style, and he'd often received notes from her and Alva when they wanted to spend some time together.

What bothered him was the short, terse, and clearly angry tone of the letter. Something was apparently wrong. Something that Hillevi wanted him to come and try to settle.

He looked over at the green Terrible Terror who had delivered the note. She was currently playing with Audun's Terror Sundance, who seemed delighted to have a playmate. "So," he said with a sigh, "I forget: are you Ichi, Ni, or Go?"

The Terror, one of Hillevi's three, merely trilled and licked its own eyeball in response. Audun shook his head and held out his arm, allowing the little dragon to scamper onto his shoulder.

He stepped outside into the warm summer day and looked over at the pasture where his horse Mojo was grazing contentedly. "Hey bud," Audun called, and Mojo turned his ears toward him to listen. "You feel like going to visit Aunties Hillevi and Alva?"

Mojo merely continued to graze, turning so that his rump faced his owner.

"I'll take that as a no," Audun muttered. "Love you too, bud."

So he turned and called for Phantom, who squawked in greeting and hurried over. "Hey there," Audun said, grinning. "At least one of you likes to go riding."

He glanced over his shoulder at Mojo and was amused to see that the old gelding was watching him intently. Few others would have noticed, but Audun saw the jealous spark in his horse's eyes. He hated seeing his owner riding any other creature, equine or otherwise. "Sorry, bud, you had your chance," Audun called as he climbed onto his Nadder's back. "Maybe I'll ride you once I get back…if I survive, of course," he added under his breath.

Phantom took off and flew to the cliff where Hillevi and Alva's house stood. Audun sighed as he surveyed the lopsided structure, his eyes roving over its many crooked walls and slanted roofs, wondering not for the first time how in Odin's name the thing was still standing. He slid from Phantom's back, and the Nadder trilled and joined Hillevi's Nightmare Daydream, who was lounging lazily a short distance from the house, and Alva's Nadder River, who was snoozing. Hillevi's Terror – he desperately wished he could remember her name – was still perched on Audun's shoulder.

He walked up to the front door and knocked. "Come in!" Hillevi called from the other side, and Audun pushed the door open.

His first impression, as it always was when he entered the house, was that the walls were alive. At an initial glance, they certainly seemed to be: they shifted and squirmed and wriggled and writhed like no normal solid structure should. But on closer inspection, he could see that the walls themselves weren't moving. The dragons covering it were.

Terrible Terrors, to be exact.

And more of them than Audun could count.

They were all rescued dragons, and their rescuer was sitting in a chair in the middle of the den, her arms folded around a yellow Terror. Alva didn't seem to notice Hillevi, who was standing in the corner, her fists clenched at her sides, her nostrils flared. Or perhaps Alva did notice and was simply ignoring her. Either way, she was cooing and coddling the Terror, who squeaked indignantly but couldn't get free from his rescuer's cuddles.

Hillevi looked up as Audun entered, his eyes taking in the scene and putting the pieces together. The Terror on his shoulder squawked and took off, flying over to her mistress and settling on her head. "Good girl, Ichi," Hillevi said.

_Ichi_, Audun thought. _Gotta remember that. _He looked at the two other Terrors, one golden-brown and one dark blue, at Hillevi's feet and mentally added, _Now if I could only remember which was Ni and which was Go…_

"She's brought another one home," Hillevi said in a tone of forced calm, interrupting Audun's thoughts.

"It followed me!" Alva insisted.

Both Audun and Hillevi gave her "seriously?" looks. "Yeah, I'm sure," Hillevi said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Well, I couldn't just let this poor baby stay out all alone," Alva said, sounding as if the very idea caused her physical pain. "He was all by himself and wounded…" She gestured to one of his feet, which was wrapped in a bandage. Judging from its size, the wound beneath couldn't have been longer than an inch. "He might have died!"

"Dragons are pretty resilient," Audun pointed out. "I'm sure he'd have been fine…"

"No!" Alva gasped, tightening her hold on the dragon. The Terror's eyes bulged. "This poor baby needs a home!"

"And where exactly do you propose we keep him?" Hillevi asked, gesturing around at the dragons climbing the walls. "We have no more room! You keep adding to this house to accommodate all these dragons, but we can't do it anymore! The house is falling apart and in serious danger of going off the cliff! We can't add anything else to it!"

"Fine," Alva huffed. "Then he'll sleep in my bed with me."

"And how are Nightshade, Ruby, and Emerald going to take that?" Audun asked, pointing down at the three Terrors congregated at Alva's feet, looking murderously up at the intruder in their mistress' arms.

"They'll be fine," Alva said dismissively. "They'll love him. How could they not?"

"Pretty easily, I bet," Hillevi muttered. Nightshade in particular was looking as if she might try to bite the new dragon.

Alva didn't seem to hear her. "I'll call him Daffodil," she said, smiling down at the Terror in her lap. He looked up at her and trilled, clearly pleading to be released, but Alva merely cried, "Aww!" and held him tighter. He looked for a moment like he was having trouble breathing.

Hillevi hung her head and moaned. "Excuse me," she said. "I'm just going to go fetch my mace…"

Audun opened his mouth to reply but paused when the sound of a Night Fury's roar reached his ears. He stepped to the door and peered out to see Hiccup and Toothless hovering overhead. "There you are!" Hiccup called. "I've been looking all over for you! We're about to have a race. You interested?"

"Uh…" Audun glanced back into the house, and then he grinned as a thought occurred to him. "Sure. But first, we need your help down here."

"Why?" Hiccup sounded wary.

"Call it a domestic dispute," Audun replied.

"Oh no," Hiccup said, shaking his head. "I am not getting in the middle of that again! They nearly set me on fire last time!"

"You stepped on a Terror's tail," Audun pointed out. "He was defending himself."

"Hard not to step on a Terror when the whole house is swarming with them!" Hiccup retorted.

"Well, now that you mention it, that's kind of why you need to intervene. Alva's adopted another one."

Hiccup's eyes widened. "She _what_?!" he gasped. "No! I'm not going down there and you can't make me!"

Audun rolled his eyes. Then he looked over at his Nadder and said, "Phantom, you know what to do."

Phantom screeched happily and took off, and before Hiccup could figure out what was going on, the Nadder had the young Viking in his talons. "Hey! Put me down!" he yelped as he was lifted from Toothless' saddle. The Night Fury descended to the ground, a little clumsily now that his rider wasn't there to adjust the tailfin, and warbled in confusion. Phantom lowered Hiccup and released him so that he stood in front of Audun, glowering. "I really hate you," he muttered.

"No you don't," Audun replied cheerfully. "Now come on, let's settle this before the Terrors start ripping each other apart."

"Oh great," Hiccup huffed. "And you're dragging me into the middle of that why?"

Audun merely grinned and replied, "What are friends for?"


	5. The Horde

The Horde

**A/N: I don't know what to say about this one except…watch out for the horde! XD Enjoy! **

The silence of the sunny summer afternoon was broken by a faint sound from off in the distance. Audun opened his eyes and sat up, looking around from his position on the green hills just outside the village. Behind him, Mojo didn't even look up from his grazing. Phantom, however, trilled questioningly, his head cocked to the side. "Did you hear something?" Audun asked the dragon, and the Nadder squawked.

"…_or…es…oming…ord…scomin…_"

Audun stood up and squinted, staring intently in the direction of the cliffs. Something was coming down the hill toward him and the town, something he couldn't quite make out…

He blinked and then said, "Is…is that Hillevi?"

It was: the little dot that was darting down the knoll was indeed his best friend, running as fast as her legs could carry her.

"_Thehordeiscomingthehordeiscoming!_"

"What?" Audun murmured, frowning in confusion.

Then his eyes moved back up the hill, and his bewilderment mounted. Something else was chasing Hillevi, what looked like a big multicolored cloud of…

His jaw dropped open. "Odin's ghost!" he breathed. He suddenly realized what the cloud was made of.

At the same instant, he understood Hillevi's screams.

"_THE HORDE IS COMING! THE HORDE IS COMING!_"

Phantom spread his wings and took off upon seeing the swarming mass, and moving entirely without thought, Audun leapt onto Mojo's back. The gelding snorted indignantly but cantered at his rider's command toward the village. They arrived in mere seconds, causing several Vikings to look up with raised eyebrows. "Audun?" Hiccup asked, taking in his friend's pale, frenzied look. "What is it? What's wrong?"

"They're…they're coming!" Audun gasped, looking back over his shoulder.

"What? What is?" Hiccup followed his gaze.

Audun didn't have time to answer. Hillevi burst onto the streets, still yelling at the top of her lungs, "_THE HORDE IS COMING!_"

And a moment later, the horde arrived.

Hundreds upon hundreds of Terrible Terrors of every color imaginable poured into the town, shrieking and squeaking and squawking and settling on any solid surface they could find: roofs, benches, empty carts, the torches, the helmets of startled Vikings. Beside Hiccup, Toothless roared in mingled confusion and fury, but it did nothing to stop a couple of the little dragons from landing on his head. The Night Fury immediately started bucking and twisting about in an attempt to rid himself of the unwanted riders.

Four Terrors collided with Audun, who toppled from his horse's back with a grunt of pain and surprise, and a dozen or so dragons landed on Mojo. The old horse spooked and took off at a gallop, leaving his owner in the dust. "Oh that's just perfect," Audun grumbled as he stood up, rubbing his backside.

"HICCUP!"

Hiccup and Audun both turned to look up at Stoick as he emerged from the forge, his eyes scanning the chaos before him. His gaze met his son's for the briefest of moments…

…and then he was completely covered from helmet to boots in Terrors.

They attached themselves to him like magnets to metal and stuck fast. The chief staggered and cried out something that was muffled and incomprehensible. He was utterly unrecognizable as a human being: he resembled some strange statue made out of multicolored dragon parts. Hiccup's face went white. "Oh Thor…" he moaned. "Now I'm in for it…"

Audun didn't have time to worry about Hiccup's father issues. His gaze was fixed on the entrance to the village. Standing just beside him, Hillevi had her arms crossed and was glaring in the same direction.

Alva had just stepped into the town square. And she was carrying three Terrors in her arms.

Stoick reached up and pulled one of the little dragons away from his face. Glaring around at them all, he demanded, "What in the name of Thor is going on?"

Hillevi didn't say a word. She merely pointed at Alva, whose eyes widened innocently.

Her expression fooled no one. "Let me guess," Audun sighed. "She brought home another Terror?"

"Three, actually," Hillevi said simply. "And it was too much for our house to take. It fell off the cliff and into the sea."

Every human eye – and some of the dragons' as well – fell on Alva. She grinned, not even bothering to look sheepish, and said, "Well look on the bright side: I rescued another few dragons who needed my help."

"That's the _bright side_?" Hiccup asked, flabbergasted. "And what, dare I ask, would be the downside?"

"Oh, I don't know, maybe the fact we're homeless now?" Hillevi replied, crossing her arms. "Everything we own is now at the bottom of the ocean!"

"At least the dragons are safe," Alva pointed out.

"Yes!" Hillevi cried, throwing her arms to the sky in exasperation. "Thank the gods, the dragons are perfectly safe! Everything else, on the other hand, is gone!"

Stoick looked to Hiccup, apparently regretting his decision to let the dragons live among them. His expression clearly said, _This is your problem. Fix it. _

Hiccup gulped and looked back at the two girls. "So…where will you go now?" he asked.

As one, Hillevi and Alva turned to look at Audun. His eyes widened, and then he sighed. "Oh all right, fine. You two can stay with me for the time being. At least until you get a new house built. But _no _dragons! All those Terrors are staying outside! My little house couldn't hold them all anyway!"

This decree lasted all of two seconds. The moment he opened his front door, the horde of Terrors swarmed inside, crawling over every piece of furniture and curling up in every available space. "No, no, _no_!" Audun called from the entry. "They are not staying here!"

"But they have nowhere else to go!" Alva cried. "They won't bother you, I promise!"

Audun looked to Hillevi for support, but she shook her head. "Welcome to my world," was all she said.

Knowing he'd lost the battle, Audun just rolled his eyes and huffed irritably.

He lay awake that night, unable to get a wink of sleep. He was too busy looking around at all the dragons littering his home. Those that hadn't been able to find a space indoors had settled on his roof, and the whole structure creaked and groaned under the incredible weight. The sounds were loud enough that Audun feared his house might just collapse on top of them all. His own Terror Sundance lay curled up on his chest, also wide awake. He kept glaring at the intruders and hissing quietly, sometimes looking reproachfully at his owner as if accusing him of subjecting them all to this.

Hillevi and Alva, to Audun's amazement, had fallen asleep without trouble. Apparently they were so used to living among the horde at risk of house collapse that it didn't bother them. But it bothered Audun tremendously. Every time he'd think he was about to drift off, the roof would creak, and his eyes would spring open again.

When Hillevi and Alva woke up the next morning, they found that their host was not in his bed. "Audun?" Alva called, picking up Terrors as if thinking he might have been covered by the horde. "Where are you?"

Stepping outside, they figured out where he'd gone.

Off in the pasture, Mojo stood grazing contentedly, trying to ignore the six or seven Terrors that had settled on his back. A short distance away, Audun was lying in the grass, his head resting on Phantom's sleek blue side, Sundance curled up beside him. He was fast asleep.


	6. Sing-Along

Sing-Along

**A/N: Remember how I once said these stories shouldn't be taken seriously? Yeah, this was partly what I meant. **

**So the basis of this one is…well, my friends and I love to sing, mainly songs from **_**Les Misérables **_**and Disney films. (And yes, all songs in this story come from those two sources. Copyright information is at the bottom.) So I decided we should have a little sing-along session on Berk. Yeah. That's about it. I had a ton of fun writing this, and I really hope you enjoy it as much as I have. **

The Great Hall was almost empty late one summer evening. Its only occupants were three young adults and Gobber, who was snoozing away on a stool in the corner. Seated around one of the long tables, Audun, Hillevi, and Alva had their noses down in some books, trying to at least pretend they were taking their punishment with good grace.

It's not like they'd burned the village down or anything like that, Audun thought. It had been a simple accident. They'd gone to the forge to pick up their weapons, which had needed some sharpening, and they'd had their Terrible Terrors with them. (In Alva's case, she brought along her three favorites: Nightshade, Ruby, and Emerald. The rest of the horde had been forced to stay at home.) How were they supposed to know that a group of wild Terrors had taken refuge in the forge? How were they supposed to know that the presence of the strange dragons would set their own on edge? And how in Thor's name could they have predicted the fight that followed between the Vikings' Terrors and the wild ones, a fight that all but brought the forge to the ground?

Yet here they were, carrying out Stoick's prescribed punishment with relative peace. They weren't exactly happy about it, but they figured it could have been worse. After all, they were being forced to read. Apparently Vikings weren't supposed to find such a task enjoyable, but these three loved reading, so they accepted their "punishment" rather willingly. Granted, they were still rather stung by the injustice of it all, and the books themselves were painfully dull, but all in all they had it pretty easy. They even had the good fortune to have a guard that fell asleep on the job. They kept sneaking glances at Gobber to see if he'd woken up yet, but his snores were only getting louder and louder as the evening progressed.

Apart from the sounds of the crackling fire and the blacksmith's thunderous snoring, the Great Hall was utterly silent. The three friends didn't talk but continued to read on. Audun realized that he'd read the same paragraph three times and not taken in a word of it. He sighed. _At least they could have found some interesting books_, he thought wearily. _I mean seriously…_How to Grow Wild Vegetables_? Boring! It's like being in prison!_

At this thought, a song started playing through his head. He grinned at the irony and started humming the melody. He carried it alone for a while, but a few moments later Hillevi, recognizing the tune, joined in, not even looking up from her book.

And then Audun started to sing quietly:

"_Look down, look down__  
><em>

_Don't look 'em in the eye_"

Hillevi joined him: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down,  
><em>

_You're here until you die_"

Alva looked up, her gaze flicking from one friend to the other. Then she rolled her eyes.

Not heeding her, Audun sang: _  
><em>

"_The sun is strong  
><em>

_It's hot as hell below_"_  
><em>

Hillevi joined him, and they both sang: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down,  
><em>

_There's twenty years to go_"_  
><em>

Hillevi took the next part: _  
><em>

"_I've done no wrong!  
><em>

_Sweet Odin, hear my prayer!_"_  
><em>

Then they both sang: _  
><em>

"_Look down look down,  
><em>

_Sweet Odin doesn't care_" _  
><em>

Audun finally looked up from his book. A quick glance confirmed Gobber had still not awoken, so he raised his voice a little as he sang: _  
><em>

"_I know she'll wait,  
><em>

_I know that she'll be true!_"_  
><em>

Hillevi shook her head, her eyes still fixed on the pages in front of her, and joined him for: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down,  
><em>

_They've all forgotten you_"_  
><em>

Then Hillevi looked up and stated: _  
><em>

"_When I get free you won't see me  
><em>

_Here for dust!_"_  
><em>

Audun grinned, and they both sang: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down  
><em>

_Don't look 'em in the eye_" _  
><em>

Hillevi dropped out for a moment so that Audun could cry out: _  
><em>

"_How long, oh Thor  
><em>

_Before you let me die?_"_  
><em>

Neither of them noticed as the doors to the hall opened and Hiccup poked his head in, frowning as his gaze wandered from the two singing Vikings, to their clearly-exasperated friend, and then over to the sleeping blacksmith. Curious and rather bewildered, he entered and approached them as they continued: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down,  
><em>

_You'll always be a slave  
><em>

_Look down, look down,  
><em>

_You're standing in your grave_" _  
><em>

Then Audun stood up and straightened his back, giving himself a stern, authoritative appearance. For a moment, Hiccup was reminded of his father. Then Audun barked out, still in song: _  
><em>

"_Now bring me prisoner 24601!  
><em>

_Your time is up  
><em>

_And your parole's begun  
><em>

_You know what that means…_" _  
><em>

Hillevi grinned and stood as well, holding her arms out dramatically as she replied: _  
><em>

"_Yes, it means I'm free!_" _  
><em>

But Audun merely mock-glared at her and snapped: _  
><em>

"_NO!  
><em>

_It means you get  
><em>

_Your yellow ticket-of-leave  
><em>

_You are a thief…_" _  
><em>

Hillevi protested: _  
><em>

"_I stole a loaf of bread!_" _  
><em>

Audun sneered and returned: _  
><em>

"_You robbed a house!_" _  
><em>

Hillevi held up one finger and corrected: _  
><em>

"_I broke a window paaaaaane  
><em>

_My sister's child was close to death  
><em>

_And we were starving…_" _  
><em>

Audun interrupted: _  
><em>

"_You will starve again  
><em>

_Unless you learn the meaning of the law_" _  
><em>

Hillevi snorted and put her hands on her hips as she retorted: _  
><em>

"_I know the meaning of those nineteen years  
><em>

_A slave of the law_" _  
><em>

Audun crossed his arms and replied: _  
><em>

"_FIVE years for what you did  
><em>

_The rest because you tried to run  
><em>

_Yes, 24601…_" _  
><em>

Hillevi all but shouted: _  
><em>

"_My name is Jean Valjean!_" _  
><em>

Audun raised his eyebrows and sang loudly: _  
><em>

"_And I'm JAVERT!_"

Hillevi had to fight to keep her expression neutral: Audun had over-exaggerated the pronunciation of the name to comical effect. _  
><em>

"_Do not forget my name!  
><em>

_Do not forget me  
><em>

_24601!_" _  
><em>

Then they both sang together: _  
><em>

"_Look down, look down  
><em>

_You'll always be a slave  
><em>

_Look down, look down  
><em>

_You're standing in your grave._"

Hiccup walked up to where Alva was sitting and asked her, "Uh…what's going on here?"

"Believe me," Alva replied with a huff, "you don't want to know." Then she added, "I don't know them, by the way. I just found them on the side of the road and felt sorry for them."

"Oh don't act so smug," Hillevi said, looking around at her friends at last. "You're just as guilty!"

Alva merely glared at her. Hillevi smiled slyly and, just to irritate her friend, started on another song:

"_Lovely ladies__  
><em>

_Waiting for a bite__  
><em>

_Waiting for the customers__  
><em>

_Who only come at night__  
><em>

_Lovely ladies__  
><em>

_Ready for the call__  
><em>

_Standing up or lying down__  
><em>

_Or any way at all__  
><em>

_Bargain prices up against the wall_"

As she sang this, Hiccup's face went bright red, and his eyes nearly popped from his skull. The sight was rather hysterical. "Wh-what kind of song was _that?!_" he spluttered.

Hillevi snorted with laughter and said, "Sorry, too much for you?"

"Poor thing," Audun remarked, winking at Hillevi. "Such a poor soul, wouldn't you say, Hillevi?"

"Oh Thor…" Alva moaned as she caught on to what Audun was hinting at.

Hillevi caught it too and grinned widely. "Yes!" she said, and she took a few steps back, dragging Alva by the arm along with her. "A poor soul with no one else to turn to!"

Hiccup frowned. "What are you…?"

But Hillevi started singing another song before he could finish: _  
><em>

"_I admit that in the past I've been a nasty__  
><em>

_They weren't kidding when they called me, well, a witch_" _  
><em>

Alva sighed. Her expression seemed to say, "Well if you can't beat them, join them." So she did just that:

"_But you'll find that nowadays__  
><em>

_I've mended all my ways__  
><em>

_Repented, seen the light, and made a switch__  
><em>

_True? Yes__  
><em>

_And I fortunately know a little magic__  
><em>

_It's a talent that I always have possessed__  
><em>

_And here lately, please don't laugh__  
><em>

_I use it on behalf__  
><em>

_Of the miserable, lonely, and depressed _

Hillevi leaned over and stage-whispered to Audun:

_Pathetic… _

Audun chuckled and joined in with his friends, completely ignoring Hiccup, who was watching them with a my-eyes-are-deceiving-me expression on his face. _  
><em>

"_Poor unfortunate souls__  
><em>

_In pain_

_In need__  
><em>

_This one longing to be thinner__  
><em>

_That one wants to get the girl__  
><em>

_And do I help them?__  
><em>

_Yes, indeed__  
><em>

_Those poor unfortunate souls__  
><em>

_So sad _

_So true__  
><em>

_They come flocking to my cauldron__  
><em>

_Crying, 'Spells, Ursula, please!'__  
><em>

_And I help them?__  
><em>

_Yes I do_" _  
><em>

Alva, totally getting into the fun now, took over the next part: _  
><em>

"_Now it's happened once or twice__  
><em>

_Someone couldn't pay the price__  
><em>

_And I'm afraid I had to rake 'em 'cross the coals__  
><em>

_Yes I've had the odd complaint__  
><em>

_But on the whole I've been a saint__  
><em>

_To those poor unfortunate souls_" _  
><em>

Hiccup looked from face to face to face and said exasperatedly, "I have absolutely no idea what you're talking about…or singing about!"

Hillevi didn't acknowledge him. Instead, she looked at Audun and said, still in character, "Oh! And there is one more thing. We haven't discussed the subject of payment."

Audun fixed his face to look alarmed and replied, "But I don't have any—"

Alva interrupted, "I'm not asking much, just a token, really, a trifle! What I want from you is…your voice. "

Audun, still playing along, put a hand to his throat and said, "But without my voice, how can I—"_  
><em>

Hillevi and Alva said together, "You'll have your looks! Your pretty face! And don't underestimate the importance of _body language_, ha!" They shook their hips (Hiccup blushed) and jumped into the chorus again, singing with more gusto than ever: _  
><em>

"_Come on you poor unfortunate soul__  
><em>

_Go ahead!__  
><em>

_Make your choice!__  
><em>

_I'm a very busy woman _

_And I haven't got all day__  
><em>

_It won't cost much__  
><em>

_Just your voice!__  
><em>

_You poor unfortunate soul__  
><em>

_It's sad but true__  
><em>

_If you want to cross the bridge, my sweet__  
><em>

_You've got the pay the toll__  
><em>

_Take a gulp and take a breath__  
><em>

_And go ahead and sign the scroll__  
><em>

_(Flotsam, Jetsam, now I've got her, boys)__  
><em>

_The boss is on a roll__  
><em>

_This poor unfortunate soul_" _  
><em>

Their song finished, they fell into fits of laughter. Hiccup stared at them like he'd never seen anything quite like them before in his life. Meanwhile, off in the corner, Gobber slept on, his snores still ringing out through the hall.

"Are you three drunk?" Hiccup asked as their laughter died down.

"Nope!" Audun said cheerfully. "We are totally and completely sober."

Hillevi chuckled and added, "Be afraid. Be very, very afraid."

Hiccup merely sighed and said, "If you were drunk, you'd at least have an excuse to be this crazy."

"Hey, crazy is good!" Alva defended.

Hillevi stepped forward and pointed wildly at Hiccup. Then, to his utter amazement, she started to sing yet another song.

"_Don't you disrespect me little man!__  
><em>

_Don't you derogate or deride!__  
><em>

_You're in my world now__  
><em>

_Not your world__  
><em>

_And I got friends on the other side!_" _  
><em>

Audun and Alva grinned at each other and echoed:

"_She's got friends on the other side…_" _  
><em>

Hillevi smirked over at her friends and then explained to the heir, "That's an echo, Hiccup my boy. Just a little something we have where we come from, a little parlor trick. Don't worry..."

She put her hands on his shoulder and forced him down onto a bench as she continued her song. Hiccup merely watched her with his mouth hanging open in stunned disbelief. _  
><em>

"_Sit down at my table__  
><em>

_Put your mind at ease__  
><em>

_If you relax it will enable me to do anything I please__  
><em>

_I can read your future__  
><em>

_I can change it 'round some, too__  
><em>

_I'll look deep into your heart and soul__  
><em>

_(You do have a soul, don't you, Hiccup?)__  
><em>

_Make your wildest dreams come true!__  
><em>

_I got voodoo__  
><em>

_I got hoodoo__  
><em>

_I got things I ain't even tried!__  
><em>

_And I got friends on the other side_" _  
><em>

Again Audun and Alva echoed: _  
><em>

"_She's got friends on the other side!_" _  
><em>

Hillevi laughed at Hiccup, who seemed to be under the impression he was dealing with a madwoman. She held out her hand and said, "Shake my hand." And when Hiccup hesitated, she went on, "Come on, boy. Won't you shake a poor sinner's hand?"

Probably more to appease this crazy Viking more than anything else, Hiccup relented and shook Hillevi's hand. But rather than end her shenanigans like he'd hoped it would, it only seemed to drive her on with more fervor. "Yes…" she crooned, and then she sang out:

"_Are you ready?_" _  
><em>

Audun and Alva provided a drum beat by smacking the table with their fists and echoed: _  
><em>

"_Are you ready?_" _  
><em>

Hillevi went on: _  
><em>

"_Are you ready?__  
><em>

_Transformation central!_" _  
><em>

Audun and Alva repeated: _  
><em>

"_Transformation central!_" _  
><em>

Hillevi continued: _  
><em>

"_Reformation central!_" _  
><em>

And Audun and Alva said again: _  
><em>

"_Reformation central!_"_  
><em>

Hillevi didn't seem to notice she had backup singers. She was totally in her own world as she brought her song to a close: _  
><em>

"_Transmogrification central!__  
><em>

_Can you feel it?__  
><em>

_You're changin'__  
><em>

_You're changin'__  
><em>

_You're changin', all right!__  
><em>

_I hope you're satisfied__  
><em>

_But if you ain't__  
><em>

_Don't blame me!__  
><em>

_You can blame my friends on the other side!_" _  
><em>

She started to laugh maniacally as Audun interjected: _  
><em>

"_You got what you wanted!_"

And Alva added: _  
><em>

"_But you lost what you had!_"

And then they all ended with a quiet: _  
><em>

"_Hush…_"

Hiccup had gone from looking bewildered to looking resigned and faintly irritated. "Well," he said, looking down sarcastically at his body. "Clearly your magic could use some work."

"Oh come on, Hiccup, lighten up!" Audun said, chuckling. "We're just having a little fun, that's all. Just kick back and relax, take a load off…no need for worries…" He winked at Hillevi, who caught the reference immediately and, of course, burst into song again:

"_Hakuna Matata!__  
><em>

_What a wonderful phrase_" _  
><em>

Alva grinned and added:

"_Hakuna Matata!__  
><em>

_Ain't no passing craze_" _  
><em>

Hillevi jumped onto the table and sang out:

"_It means no worries__  
><em>

_For the rest of your days_" _  
><em>

Alva joined her on her new perch and they both continued:

"_It's our problem-free philosophy__  
><em>

_Hakuna Matata!_" _  
><em>

Hiccup frowned and repeated, "Hakuna Matata?"

Alva nodded, hopping down from the table as she replied, "Yeah, it's our motto!"

Audun, playing along again, asked, "What's a motto?"

Hillevi also jumped down to the ground and delivered the punch line, "Nothin'! What's a-motto with you?"

The three friends all laughed at the joke while Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Hilarious," he deadpanned.

Alva clapped him on the shoulder and said seriously, "Those two words will solve all your problems!"

Hillevi nodded and came up on his other side, "That's right, take Pumbaa here…" she said, and then she transitioned back to song: _  
><em>

"_Why, when he was a young warthog…_"

Alva threw her head back and sang at the top of her lungs: _  
><em>

"_When I was a young warthooooog!_"

Hillevi stuck a finger in her ear and massaged the tender skin. "Very nice…" she remarked.

Apparently missing the sarcasm, Alva grinned cheekily and replied, "Thanks!"

Hillevi rolled her eyes and continued: _  
><em>

"_He found his aroma lacked a certain appeal__  
><em>

_He could clear the savannah after every meal_" _  
><em>

Alva picked up the verse:

"_I'm a sensitive soul though I seem thick-skinned__  
><em>

_And it hurt that my friends never stood downwind_" _  
><em>

She threw her head back and wailed dramatically: _  
><em>

"_And, oh, the shame!_"

Hillevi told Hiccup solemnly, "He was ashamed!"

Alva went on: _  
><em>

"_Thought of changin' my name!_"_  
><em>

Hillevi mused aloud, "What's in a name?!"

Alva fell to her knees and cried:

"_And I got downhearted…_"

Hillevi gestured wildly and asked, "How did ya feel?" _  
><em>

Alva continued:

"_Every time that I—_"

Hillevi lunged forward and clapped a hand over Alva's mouth. "Hey, Pumbaa," she said hurriedly, "not in front of the kids…"

Alva grinned sheepishly and answered, "Oh, sorry…"

Hiccup looked at Audun for an explanation, but Audun merely shook his head and grinned. _  
><em>

Both girls continued the song:

"_Hakuna Matata!__  
><em>

_What a wonderful phrase__  
><em>

_Hakuna Matata!__  
><em>

_Ain't no passing craze_"_  
><em>

Audun jumped in, singing harmony:

"_It means no worries__  
><em>

_For the rest of your days_"_  
><em>

"Yeah, sing it kid!" Hillevi crowed.

Then all three of them sang together:

"_It's our problem-free philosophy__  
><em>

_Hakuna Matata!_" _  
><em>

Hiccup leaned back until his head was dangling over empty air. "Is there any point in asking you why you're doing this?" he said wearily. "Or why I haven't heard of any of these songs?"

"Probably not," Audun replied with a shrug.

Hiccup opened his mouth to make a retort, but his words never made it to his mouth. The doors to the Great Hall opened, and Astrid walked inside. "Hiccup! There you are! I've been looking all over for you!"

"Astrid!" Hiccup leapt to his feet and blushed. "Hi Astrid…uh…it's n-nice to see you again!"

Hillevi snickered, exchanged a glance with Alva, and to Hiccup's dismay started to sing one more song:

"_I can see what's happening_"_  
><em>

Alva, frowning in mock-confusion, asked, "What?"

Hillevi didn't answer but merely went on: _  
><em>

"_And they don't have a clue_" _  
><em>

Again Alva pretended to be clueless and inquired, "Who?"

Hillevi continued with her prediction: _  
><em>

"_They'll fall in love and here's the bottom line__  
><em>

_Our quartet's down to two_"_  
><em>

Alva seemed to understand at last. "Oh." _  
><em>

Astrid looked from one to the other in utter confusion. "But…there are three of you…" she pointed out.

Hiccup groaned and muttered, "Sweet Merciful Thor, don't encourage them!"

But Hillevi hardly needed encouragement. Adopting a phony French accent she sang: _  
><em>

"_Ze sweet caress of twilight_"

She dropped the accent but not her sarcasm with the next line: _  
><em>

"_There's magic everywhere__  
><em>

_And with all this romantic atmosphere__  
><em>

_Disaster's in the air_" _  
><em>

Astrid frowned at Hiccup. "What are they doing?"

"Believe me, it's best not to ask," Hiccup grumbled.

None of the others seemed to notice their conversation. Audun joined the girls and sang: _  
><em>

"_Can you feel the love tonight?__  
><em>

_The peace the evening brings__  
><em>

_The world, for once, in perfect harmony__  
><em>

_With all its living things_" _  
><em>

Astrid stiffened as she looked from the singing Vikings, to a blushing Hiccup, and back again. She was starting to figure out who exactly they were singing about.

They continued: _  
><em>

"_Can you feel the love tonight?__  
><em>

_You needn't look too far__  
><em>

_Stealing through the night's uncertainties__  
><em>

_Love is where they are_" _  
><em>

Astrid was starting to look very angry, but Hillevi threw caution to the wind and sang: _  
><em>

"_And if he falls in love tonight…_"_  
><em>

Audun sniffled theatrically, and Hillevi almost lost it. But somehow she managed to hold her laughter back and kept going: _  
><em>

"_It can be assumed…_" _  
><em>

Alva picked up the next line:

"_His carefree days with us are history_" _  
><em>

And together all three finished:

"_In short, our pal is doomed_"

And the moment the last note was done, they took off, sprinting around Astrid and Hiccup and fleeing the hall. It only took Astrid a second to recover, but when she did she yelled, "You three get back here! That's it, I'm getting my axe! Come on Hiccup!"

"Oh Thor, this is gonna hurt…" Hiccup muttered, and then he yelped as Astrid seized his arm and dragged him bodily from the hall, hot in pursuit of the three friends.

And all the while, Gobber slept peacefully on, his slumber undisturbed…

**A/N: No, we have no shame. XD **

"**The Work Song" and "Lovely Ladies" from **_**Les Misérables **_**© Music Theater International**

"**Poor Unfortunate Souls" from **_**The Little Mermaid**_**, "Friends on the Other Side" from **_**The Princess and the Frog**_**, "Hakuna Matata" and "Can You Feel the Love Tonight?" from **_**The Lion King**_** © Disney **


	7. The Cookie Savior

The Cookie Savior

**A/N: Yes. This really happened. Seriously, the only difference is that they sent me text messages and not dragons. The rest is really based on true events. XD I love these guys… **

"Do you know where Hillevi and Alva are?" Hiccup asked as he raised his spoon to his mouth.

Audun looked over at the doors to the Great Hall, which were closed as they had been the past twelve times or so he'd checked. "No," he said with a sigh. "But I'm sure they're around somewhere. Probably getting into mischief as usual."

"Oh, great," Fishlegs said with a roll of his eyes. "You think Alva's going to bring home another Terror?"

"Thor Almighty, I hope not," Audun replied. "I mean, yeah they've got a new house now, but that doesn't mean it will hold up any better than the last one if she keeps bringing dragons home."

"Uh…speaking of Terrors," Astrid remarked, and everyone looked around to see a familiar green dragon flying their way. Its eyes fixed on Audun and it squeaked happily as it swooped toward him, landing in the center of the table.

"Hey, isn't that…?" Snotlout began.

"Ichi," Audun finished, feeling confused. "One of Hillevi's Terrors, yes. But what is she doing here?"

"She has a note," Hiccup pointed out, gesturing to the dragon's leg, where a little scroll of paper was tied.

Frowning, Audun untied the note and unfurled the paper. It was a short message, written in Hillevi's familiar hand. Though what really alarmed him was the hurried, urgent way the words had been scrawled across the scroll.

_WE HAVE AN EMERGENCY AND NEED YOUR HELP NOW! _

Audun read the letter twice through before its meaning sank in. His heart pounding in fear, he leapt to his feet, letting the paper fall from his hands. Hiccup read it quickly and looked up at Audun, who was scrambling off the bench. "Do you think they're in some kind of trouble?"

"I don't know," Audun replied hurriedly. "But I'd better go and see. I'll take Phantom around the island and look for them. If there's something I can't handle I'll come back for you, all right?"

The other dragon riders nodded, their faces set in grim determination. "Let's just hope it isn't that bad," Fishlegs remarked.

"Gods, I hope not," Audun said, and he turned to leave.

But then he froze in his tracks, for another Terrible Terror, golden-brown in color, was heading his way. "Ni?" he asked.

"Hillevi sent you another one?" Astrid asked, frowning in confusion as the second Terror joined the first on the table and started eating Audun's unfinished meal.

There was a note tied to Ni's leg as well, and Audun pulled it free and read the note. He blinked, and then he moaned, "Oh you've got to be kidding me!"

The second note read:

_WE'RE MAKING COOKIES AND WE NEED VANILLA! _

"Huh…" Fishlegs remarked, reading the note for himself as Audun tossed it to the table irritably. "Well, at least they aren't in any danger."

"I wouldn't count on that," Astrid said under her breath, looking up at Audun's expression. He looked as if he didn't know whether to be relieved or furious so was settling for a mixture of the two.

He sat down at the table and said to Hiccup, "Can I borrow your pencil for a moment please?"

Hiccup nodded and handed it over, and on the back of the second note Audun wrote, _Not having vanilla is hardly what I'd call an emergency. _He then tied it to Ni's leg and sent her back to Hillevi.

They weren't waiting for long before a reply came, this time attached to the leg of Hillevi's third Terror, the dark blue Go.

_PLEASE HELP US! THE FATE OF OUR COOKIES RESTS IN YOUR CAPABLE HANDS! _

"Wow," Hiccup remarked. "And they accuse _me _of having a dramatic flair…"

Audun sighed and stood up again, pausing only to scribble, _On my way_ across the back of this latest note and attach it to Go's leg. "I guess I'll see you guys later," he said.

"Look on the bright side," Hiccup called after him. "At least you'll get some cookies out of this deal!"

Audun left the hall and headed straight for the marketplace. There, he picked up a bottle of vanilla and then headed back home. Phantom was sleeping, so he saddled up Mojo and climbed onto the gelding's back. The old horse snorted unhappily but broke into a trot obediently as his rider directed him toward the cliff where Hillevi and Alva's new house stood. It was a lot nicer than the previous one. At least the walls were all relatively straight and the structure wasn't hanging off the cliff.

Audun slid down from Mojo's back, allowing the horse to lower his head and graze, as the door opened. "You got it?" Hillevi asked at once.

"Not even a 'hello'?" Audun said, raising his eyebrows.

"Hello," Hillevi said. "You got it?"

Audun reached into his pocket and pulled out the little bottle.

Hillevi squealed happily and promptly threw her arms around Audun in a hug that almost sent him toppling backward. He managed to maintain his footing and couldn't help but chuckle as he returned his friend's hug. "I'm happy to see you too," he remarked.

Hillevi drew back and snatched the bottle of vanilla from his hand. "Alva!" she cried, running back into the house. "He got it!"

From where he stood outside, Audun heard Alva's answering whoop of delight. Audun rolled his eyes but was still smiling as he followed Hillevi into the house, barely glancing at the swarm of Terrors that collectively crawled over each and every surface inside. When he entered the kitchen Alva hurried forward and took her turn to hug him in gratitude. "Thank you!" she cried. "I was beginning to lose hope!"

"You're welcome," Audun replied. "Though for future reference, the term 'emergency' should not be used in reference to being able or unable to bake cookies."

"Pft!" Alva scoffed. "Of course it should!"

Audun wisely chose not to contradict her. Instead he helped his friends with their task, and half an hour later they had a tray filled with delicious-smelling chocolate-chocolate chip cookies. And, as Audun savored the first bite of one, he reflected that perhaps Hiccup was right. Emergency or not, it was worth getting the vanilla for a taste of these sweet treats.

And then, looking from Hillevi to Alva as they started arguing about Alva's newest "rescued" Terror – which was currently chewing on the woodwork – Audun realized that it was worth coming out here to the cookies' rescue even without the indulgences.

Friendship was always worth it.

**A/N: I love you two, you know that right? Seriously, I couldn't ask for better friends. :) **

**Hope you all enjoyed that! **


	8. How to Train Your Horse

How to Train Your Horse

**A/N: Most of this story is based on things I've observed and have been told by other experienced horsemen. If it sounds a little egotistical, I apologize, it's not my intent. I hope you enjoy it! **

At a glance, Mojo didn't seem like the kind of horse to cause any problems. He was a nineteen-year-old Paint gelding with a rather large and round belly, and he loved to do nothing but eat all day long. He had neither the energy nor the inclination to be mean-tempered or nasty about anything, although if pressed he could get a little irritable. But he wasn't the kind of horse that bit or kicked. The worst he ever did was buck a bit, and even that was rare. He could be grumpy, but he had a reputation throughout the village for being a sweet and even-tempered horse, which made him great for working with kids. Sometimes Hiccup would ask Audun if one of the children from the village could ride his horse in order to get a better idea what it was like to ride a dragon without actually having to leave the ground. And Mojo never caused the kids any kind of trouble or harm.

But there was more to Mojo than met the eye. Despite his calm and quiet demeanor, he was a crafty and clever old gelding, and he knew how to use these traits to his advantage.

Particularly when he was being ridden by his aunts.

Hillevi and Alva had been trying unsuccessfully to get Mojo to do more than amble sluggishly along all afternoon. Audun, who had been trying to teach them how to ride, had been called to the village and had left them to their own devices (which probably wasn't a wise move on his part, but he figured Mojo was quite safe with his friends – he just didn't think about how his friends would be with Mojo). And for more than an hour, the two girls had taken turns riding the fat old horse around the pasture, each trying in vain to get him to go faster than his usual meandering pace.

The best Alva could get was a halfway decent walk, but this only lasted a few steps before descending again to a trudge. She growled and kicked Mojo hard in the sides with her heels, but Mojo merely snorted and refused to go faster. "Kick him again!" Hillevi suggested from the center of the field.

Alva did as told, but this accomplished nothing, unless you counted getting Mojo to toss his head. And then the horse veered to the middle of the pasture, completely ignoring Alva's attempts to steer him back to the rail. He came to a stop right beside Hillevi, and the message was quite clear: _Okay. Your turn is over. Get off. Hi, Auntie Hillevi, have you got any food for me? _

Accepting defeat, Alva slid down from Mojo's back, grumbling under her breath about the "stubborn old plow horse." Hillevi then took her place. Mojo's eyes took on what Audun would have recognized as a swift, calculating look, the look of a horse estimating his rider's skill level and how much work he'd be able to get away with not doing. Hillevi squeezed with her legs and pulled on the reins, directing Mojo to the fence, and the old horse complied, lowering his head obediently. "Ha!" Hillevi said triumphantly. "Now that's how you get this old horse to move!"

She'd spoken too soon.

Mojo had barely reached the rail before he slowed to almost a complete standstill. Hillevi blinked and looked down at the horse beneath her in surprise. Then she huffed and squeezed with her legs again. Mojo didn't respond. Another squeeze. Nothing. "Come on!" Hillevi grunted, and she gave Mojo a swift kick to the ribs. Mojo snorted and begrudgingly picked up the pace a little, but this didn't last long. Hillevi snarled quietly and kicked him several times in rapid succession.

Mojo started trotting.

Hillevi let out a startled "_Eep!_" and instinctively pulled back on the reins, bringing Mojo back down to a walk. The gelding snorted as if to say, "Well, you wanted speed. Make up your mind."

"Stubborn horse," Hillevi muttered.

"Why don't you just kick him?" Alva called tauntingly from the center of the pasture. Hillevi decided not to dignify this with a reply, though she did glare quite openly at her friend.

And then her eyes fell on an approaching figure, and she straightened in the saddle. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup, with Toothless just behind him, looked around at the sound of his name. His eyes quickly scanned over the scene, settling for a moment longer on Mojo, who had come to a dead stop in the middle of the field once again. "Are you, uh…having some trouble there?" he asked, approaching the fence a little warily.

"Yes," Hillevi huffed, sliding from Mojo's back. The horse bent his head down to graze, ignoring his aunt's attempts to pull his head back up. "We can't get this lazy horse to move. Do you think you could see what's wrong?"

Hiccup frowned. "You do realize that my specialty is dragons, right?"

Hillevi waved her hand airily. "Same concept, just without the flying," she said. "In fact, if you end up flying with a horse, you've got a big problem."

"That's comforting," Hiccup returned, but he stepped into the pasture and approached the horse, who eyed him shrewdly for a moment. He climbed into the saddle, ignoring the stirrups (the metal foot wasn't designed for them) and squeezing his legs against Mojo's side. Nothing happened. Hiccup squeezed harder, and this time Mojo walked a little begrudgingly. "Wow," Hiccup remarked. "He's difficult to get going…_uhn_!" He grunted as he applied more pressure with his legs, thwarting Mojo in his attempts to stop walking. He then repeated the squeeze, as every time he eased the pressure the gelding tried to halt.

"Does he trot?" Hiccup asked.

"Maybe," Alva answered. "If you beg and plead and promise him treats, he might."

Hiccup raised his eyebrows and then squeezed harder than ever and making soft clucking noises, which Audun had once demonstrated to him as the trot cue. He grimaced as his leg muscles screamed in pain, but Mojo did eventually break into a sluggish and lazy jog. "Yes!" Hiccup gasped, but his relief was short-lived. The moment he eased the pressure of his legs on the horse's side, Mojo resumed walking and then came to a complete stop again.

"Hiccup?"

The three friends looked around to see Audun standing at the gate, looking both puzzled and distinctly amused by what he was witnessing.

"Oh good!" Hiccup sighed, dismounting. "I don't know how you do it, Audun! Mojo just won't move for any of us."

Audun chuckled and stepped into the pasture. Mojo watched him, his ears perked in recognition. "Mojo is a special horse," he explained, taking the reins from Hiccup. "He is stubborn and lazy and absolutely refuses to work unless he absolutely has to. He doesn't listen to inexperienced riders because he knows they can't force him to go faster."

"But we were kicking the hell out of him!" Hillevi protested. "Even Hiccup, the best dragon rider on Berk, couldn't get him to trot for more than a few steps!"

"Hiccup's not used to Mojo's laziness," Audun said with a small laugh. "Toothless is always ready and raring to go. But Mojo would just rather not, and Hiccup's legs aren't used to that kind of demand." He then turned his attention to his horse, who huffed quietly, apparently happy to see his owner again. He reached out to pat the gelding on the neck. "I, on the other hand, have been riding him for almost ten years. I'm used to his quirks and problems, so my leg muscles are developed enough to handle him."

And without saying another word, he climbed into the saddle, applied firm pressure with his legs, and got Mojo to step into a brisk, march-like walk.

Alva, Hillevi, and Hiccup's jaws all dropped at once. Audun noticed and couldn't help but grin, though he said nothing. He squeezed a little harder and clucked, and Mojo broke into a medium-paced trot, snapping his legs up in perfect rhythm. His legs were steady and firm, keeping the lazy gelding moving forward. And it seemed to Hiccup, little though he knew about horses, that Mojo was actually enjoying the work. His head was relaxed, his ears tilted back toward his rider, his posture loose and at ease. Watching them, Hiccup thought he understood why Mojo listened only to his own rider. Audun and the horse shared something special, the same kind of bond that existed between himself and Toothless.

Audun asked Mojo for a canter, and the fat old horse broke into an energetic and forward three-step rhythm, his hooves pounding the ground and sending up sprays of dirt. And it was clear from the expression on Audun's face that he was very pleased with his friend's response. They slowed back down to a walk and then to a stop. Mojo stretched his neck out and shook his mane, snorting as his rider leaned forward to pat him fondly. "Good boy, bud," Audun murmured.

He dismounted (a little clumsily – nine years of riding had not cured him of his clumsiness in that regard) and hugged his horse's head gently in his arms. Mojo blinked and huffed quietly, allowing his owner to display his love for a few seconds.

Then he snorted and drew away, as if to say, "Come on, Dad, there are people watching!"

Audun chuckled and ruffled the horse's forelock. Then, turning back to his friends, he spread his arms to the side and asked with a cocky little smile, "So…any questions?"

**A/N: I love my horse so much. :) **


	9. Shake It Off

Shake It Off

**A/N: This is based on two separate and true events. I'm not sure if you'll find it funny or not… I've tried to portray these events as accurately as I can, but it really is one of those you-had-to-be-there things. At any rate, I hope you enjoy it! **

"What exactly are you eating?"

Audun looked over at Hillevi, who was frowning at him questioningly. He grinned and held up the food in his hands. "It's a spicy chicken sandwich," he explained.

Hillevi eyed it warily. "How spicy is it, exactly?"

Audun shrugged. "I don't think it's too bad. But I like spicy things, so I'm afraid I'm not the best judge."

Hillevi hummed in contemplation, still gazing at the sandwich. It did look pretty good…

Audun chuckled. He knew that look. "Would you like to try it?"

His friend shrugged and took the proffered sandwich, continuing to eye it warily.

"Careful, Hillevi," Alva spoke up. "Remember what happened last time you tried something spicy? I thought you were going to copy Daydream and burst into flame."

Hillevi shot a glare at her friend as her Monstrous Nightmare perked up at the sound of her name. "I'm sure I can handle it," she replied stiffly.

Alva held up her hands in surrender. "Have it your way."

Hillevi rolled her eyes and then returned her gaze to the sandwich in her hands. She studied it for a moment longer, and then she leaned forward and took a small, experimental bite.

For a second or two, there was no sign for Audun or Hillevi to tell what she thought of it. She stared straight ahead, her face blank and expressionless.

Then her chewing slowed.

Her expression – or lack thereof – didn't change, but it was clear that the spices were starting to register on her tongue. Her jaw slowed, slowed, and then stopped moving altogether. And still no change came to her face. Audun raised his eyebrows.

Then Hillevi, still staring ahead at nothing, reached out for her cup of water. Her movements were smooth and calm, not a twitch to indicate that she was in any kind of discomfort. She took a deep draught from her mug, lowered it, and handed the sandwich back to Audun. "Um…" she said. "It's a bit too hot for me."

Audun struggled for a moment, and then he burst into laughter. Hillevi blinked and, for the first time since she'd taken the bite, her expression changed. Her eyes widened and her face twisted in confusion. "What?"

"I'm sorry," Audun gasped, still chuckling. "It's just…your face was priceless!"

Hillevi frowned and looked over at Alva for an explanation. Her friend merely shook her head and sighed.

"You had this totally neutral expression on your face," Audun explained, still laughing a bit. "It's like you were off in your own little world. And then your chewing slowed down, and you didn't even blink! I swear I could see the gears turning in your head as you realized that the chicken was actually spicy! I could tell the exact moment you thought, _Oh, this is hot! _and your features didn't change one bit! It was amazing!" He covered his face with his hands and kept on laughing.

Hillevi raised one eyebrow. "Glad I could amuse you," she remarked dryly.

Either Audun didn't pick up on her tone or he ignored it. "And then," he went on, "you reached out for your water, again without batting an eye! It's like you were a zombie or something, I don't know…" He seemed to realize Hillevi wasn't laughing. His smile slipped a notch. "It…it was funny!" He looked to Alva for support, but she merely continued eating her meal and said nothing.

"If you say so," Hillevi said after an awkward pause.

Audun shrugged, feeling his cheeks go pink. "One of those you-had-to-be-there things, I guess."

Hillevi just shrugged and picked up her spoon. Audun took a bite of his sandwich. It really wasn't all that hot, he figured. But he didn't dare say that aloud.

"Hmm…" Hillevi said after a moment, considering her soup. "Needs some salt."

She reached over for the salt shaker, but she misjudged the distance with her hand and accidentally knocked it over, spraying a stream of salt across the tabletop.

Hillevi sighed with irritation as she stood the shaker upright again. "Perfect."

"Don't forget to throw a pinch over your shoulders," Audun remarked.

Hillevi blinked. "What?"

Audun motioned toward the spilled salt. "According to superstition, you're supposed to throw a pinch of salt over your shoulders when you spill it. Wards off bad luck or something like that."

Hillevi raised her eyebrows. "You really believe that?"

Audun shrugged. "Couldn't hurt, right?"

He soon discovered just how wrong he was.

Hillevi sighed. "I suppose." She reached out, took a pinch of salt, and tossed it over her left shoulder. "There." Then, almost as an afterthought, she added, "You said shoulders, as in plural. Does it have to be both?"

Audun shrugged. "Not sure. Could be. I suppose to be safe it's best to do both."

Hillevi nodded and reached out for another pinch.

Her hand bumped the salt shaker again and sent it toppling over once more.

For a moment, the span of a heartbeat, all three friends stared down at the fallen shaker. Then Audun let out a snort of laughter, and Hillevi's nostrils flared. She picked up the shaker and set it upright one more time, hitting the table with a little more force than necessary. "Screw it," she said. "If I have bad luck, I'm blaming you, Audun."

Audun was trying to cover up his laughter and didn't reply.

"Come on, Hillevi," Alva said, leaning into her best friend with a wide grin on her face. "You just gotta shake it off!"

Hillevi glared down at her. "Did you really just say that?"

"Nope," Alva said, sitting up and pointing at Audun. "He did."

"Huh?" was Audun's brilliant reply.

"You!" Hillevi cried, leaping to her feet. "It's all your fault!"

"Wha…?" Audun scooted his chair back and stood up. "Hillevi, what are you…whoa!"

Daydream burst into flame, and that was the only cue Audun needed. He sprinted for the door, Hillevi and her Nightmare hot in pursuit, leaving Alva behind them, roaring with laughter.

At a nearby table, Hiccup and the other dragon riders witnessed this little scene with raised eyebrows. "Um…" Astrid looked over at Hiccup. "Should we try to help him…?"

"As many times as he's dragged me into his messes?" Hiccup scoffed and crossed his arms. "Not on your life. He's on his own this time."

**A/N: Never a dull moment with these guys… XD Hope you enjoyed that! **


	10. The Color of Death

The Color of Death

**A/N: So…I really can't write comedy…this was a lot funnier in my head. But I'll share it with you anyway. Enjoy! **

"Audun, I hate you!" Hillevi cried as she and her friend ran through the torrential downpour, their feet splashing in gigantic puddles that dotted the ground.

"I love you too!" Audun returned with a laugh as they reached the steps leading up to the Great Hall.

They hurried up the stairs and rushed into the warm, well-lit hall, water dripping from their clothes and spattering on the floor at their feet. Their fur-lined boots squished loudly with each step. Alva, who was perfectly dry, looked them up and down with raised eyebrows. "What, did you two decide to take a bath before coming?" she asked.

Hillevi glared at her. "No. Audun just decided to wait until the storm hit before setting out," she grumbled, leveling her narrowed eyes at Audun, who merely shrugged.

"We did at least wait for it to die down a little," he pointed out.

"Yeah," Hillevi retorted, "for all of two seconds. Then it started coming down harder than ever, and we were stuck out in the middle of it. No dragons to provide cover, either, thank you very much."

Audun rolled his eyes but couldn't keep the grin off his face. "It's Berk. It rains a lot here."

"That's not the point," Hillevi huffed, brushing water from her hair before it could drip into her eyes. "If we had left earlier like everyone else, then we'd have been here before the rain hit."

"Mojo had to be fed!" Audun protested. "Have you ever seen him when I miss feeding time? He tears his pasture apart! And need I remind you that you volunteered to help?"

Hillevi gave him another glare, but before she could say anything else Stoick called for attention and everyone turned to look at the chief. Hiccup stood beside him, looking more than a little uncomfortable with all the attention being heaped on him. "Welcome, friends!" Stoick boomed. "You all know why we are here tonight, of course! To celebrate the one-year anniversary of Hiccup's defeat over the Dragon Queen!"

There was a deafening cheer that went up all around the Great Hall. Hiccup blushed and scuffed his prosthetic foot awkwardly. Stoick let the Vikings continue roaring their approval for a few seconds before raising his hands for quiet, and silence fell again. "I need hardly remind you all of how we suffered and struggled to survive during the dragon wars. It was a dark time for Vikings all across the Archipelago, and none of us had any idea as to how to fix the problem. No one, that is, except Hiccup, who went against every tradition we held so highly and befriended the very creatures we were intent on destroying. And it is thanks to his daring, his courage, his ingenuity, and his heart that we are here to rejoice! For without Hiccup's help, the Red Death would never have been slain, and—"

Stoick was interrupted by the sound of someone clearing her throat.

The chief blinked and looked around, looking stunned. No one had ever interrupted him before. He didn't quite know what to do. Indeed, he wasn't even sure who had cleared their throat in the first place.

This last issue was suddenly cleared up. Hillevi raised her hand to catch Stoick's attention, and the people surrounding her backed away, looking baffled and perhaps a touch worried. "Oh Thor," Audun mumbled. "She's not…she's really not…"

She was. Perhaps it was because she was soaking wet and her feet squelched with every step, but she was determined to speak her mind and make her opinion known. And, as they'd had a discussion about this very subject before, Audun had a sneaky suspicion he knew what she was bothered about.

He was right.

Hillevi stepped forward so that she and Stoick faced each other with a few feet of empty floor between them. The chief still looked like he didn't quite know what to do about this young woman who dared to interrupt him, while Hiccup seemed to be considering bursting into laughter at the sight of his father's expression.

She took a deep breath and then asked, "Can someone please explain to me why we've called this thing the 'Red Death'?"

Everyone gaped at her for a moment before turning to glance questioningly at each other. Was she serious?

"Well, why?" she persisted, clearly unbothered by the bewildered looks she was getting. "I mean, if the dragon was red, I could understand. But it wasn't. It was gray. So why 'Red Death' and not 'Gray Death' or something?"

"Well…" Fishlegs spoke up tentatively. He was clearly nervous, and with good reason. He'd been on the receiving end of Hillevi's fury before over the naming of dragons based on color and had no desire to repeat the experience. "…I think it was actually more of a sea-green color, kind of a mix of green, blue, and gray. I believe the name 'Green Death' was actually considered at some point, but the choice was made to go with 'Red Death' instead."

Hillevi glared at him, and he flinched as though struck. "'Green Death' would have actually made more sense," she said. "But that doesn't answer my question. Why was it called the 'Red Death'? I mean for Thor's sake, it wasn't red!"

"Well…its fire was…?" Snotlout offered.

Hillevi's nostrils flared. "_Most _dragons' fire is red, genius," she said in a voice of forced calm. "I think the only exception is Toothless, because his fire is blue-purple. And maybe the Nadders' fire is more white than red. But the rest? Red!"

Snotlout, for once deciding to actually be cautious, said nothing in return.

"I think," Hiccup said slowly, carefully, "it was named 'Red Death' for two reasons. For one, it did have red spines along its body, so the color was present. But…" he went on quickly, for it was obvious Hillevi was about to interrupt. "…I think the primary reason we went with 'Red Death' was for the connotation. The Red Death is a name we give to something that acts as a plague, a widespread bringer of death and destruction. In this case, I think we can all agree the name fits. That thing was the cause of a lot of destruction and death in our village and the Archipelago, affecting both Vikings and dragons alike."

"And in the end," Stoick spoke up, "what we called it doesn't really matter. What matters is that it's gone and it will never cause us trouble again…all thanks to Hiccup!" he added, and with that the celebration was brought back on track.

As the Vikings around her cheered, Hillevi muttered, "I still think 'Green Death' would have been more appropriate. Or hell, even 'Big Scary Demon With Great Big Teeth That Eats Dragons Whole.' That would have worked too."

No one heard her except for Audun and Alva, who merely shook their heads. "You know," Alva said, "it really isn't that big a deal. It's like that play we saw where the dragon was yellow but named Periwinkle—"

At the reminder, Hillevi rounded on her friend. "Do _not _remind me of that atrocity!" she snarled, her eyes going wide. "I still can't get over that! The dragon was yellow! _Yellow! _And they named it Periwinkle, of all the names to give a yellow dragon…!"

"Gods, Alva, you had to remind her of that?" Audun muttered.

Alva shrugged. "Hey, at least it distracted her from the whole Red Death thing."

Audun frowned as Hillevi continued to rant and rave. "And you think _this _is an improvement?"

**A/N: Yes, my friend and I actually had this conversation once, and it did go something like this. And I really do think that's why the dragon was called 'Red Death,' even though the similar dragon in the first book was called the 'Green Death.' But that's just my theory. Hope you enjoyed that! **
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Just a Scratch

**A/N: Not sure what to say about this one except…enjoy! **

Everyone knew it was a bad idea, but no one could honestly say they were surprised when it happened. Even Audun had suspected that something like this would happen eventually. What with Alva's love for all dragons and her determination to "rescue" as many as possible, it was really only a matter of time before she moved on from taking in just Terrible Terrors to adopting members of other dragon species. Bigger dragon species.

But even Audun couldn't help but shake his head as he gazed up at the dragon standing outside Hillevi and Alva's house. "A Zippleback," he said, his voice inflectionless. "You brought home a Zippleback. Of all the dragon species you could have taken in, it had to be a Zippleback."

"He can't help being what he is," Alva pointed out. "And besides, look at him! He's injured! He needs my help!"

Audun and Hillevi both looked down at the cut in the two-headed dragon's left foreleg. It was such a minor wound that Audun rather doubted it even needed bandaging. "Are you kidding me?" Hillevi demanded. "It's just a scratch! It's hardly even bleeding!"

"But it _is_ bleeding!" Alva cried. "I have to help him, guys! I'd never be able to live with myself if I don't do something!"

"Why do I get the feeling _I'm_ not going to be able to live with _you _until this dragon's scratch heals?" Hillevi muttered.

Alva either didn't hear her or ignored her. "Just think of it, Hillevi!" she said. "This dragon has two heads!"

"Yeah, I noticed," Hillevi said dryly.

"Which means we can go flying together on him!" Alva went on excitedly. "Just imagine: if there was somewhere we needed to go, we could go on one dragon. One dragon is much less of a hassle to look after than two." She pouted, putting out her lower lip in a rather over-theatrical move. "Please, Hillevi?"

Hillevi put one hand to her forehead and massaged it. "You're not going to give me a moment's peace until I agree, are you?"

"Nope," Alva replied brightly.

"Well, at least she's honest," Audun sighed.

Hillevi didn't see the humor. "Fine," she growled. "But we're getting Hiccup's help with training it. I don't know the first thing about training a two-headed dragon."

"I'll go get him," Audun volunteered, and he hopped on Phantom and took off before either of his friends could stop him. "I can't believe this," he muttered, and his Nadder squawked in agreement. "I mean, I guess I should have seen this coming, but seriously? A Zippleback? It's not that they're difficult dragons, per se. It's just…with all the other dragons Alva has 'rescued' since we first arrived here, the last thing anyone needs is one that has two heads!"

He found Hiccup at the Academy and came in for a landing beside him. "Hey, Audun," he said cheerfully. "What's going on?"

"We need your help," Audun said without preamble, not even bothering to dismount.

Hiccup's smile vanished. "We?" he repeated. "You mean Hillevi and Alva? Why?"

Audun explained what had happened, and Hiccup's face went pale. "Oh no…no no no no _no_!" He shook his head and turned away. "There's no way I'm getting in the middle of that! I helped them both train their other dragons and nearly got roasted alive by Hillevi's Nightmare! What in Thor's name makes you think I want to help them train a Zippleback, of all things?!"

"Well," Audun said thoughtfully, "if you don't help them, then odds are good that the dragon will wind up destroying half of Berk. And I can't imagine your dad taking that too well…"

Hiccup glared at him. "I hate you, you know that?"

"No you don't," Audun replied easily as Hiccup reluctantly mounted Toothless and took off. Audun and Phantom followed close behind.

Upon their return to Hillevi and Alva's house, Hiccup sighed. "This is gonna hurt," he muttered. Then he slid down from the saddle and approached the two girls and their new dragon. "All right," he said in a businesslike tone. "The first thing you need to do is name the two heads."

"We already have," Alva informed him happily. She pointed to the left head. "This one is Ivy."

Hillevi gestured toward the right head. "And this one is Briar."

Hiccup raised his eyebrows in mild surprise. "Well, that was quick," he remarked. Then he considered the dragon and shrugged, adding, "They're good names, I suppose. Better than Barf and Belch, at any rate. Good. So…" He took a deep breath. "Let's get to training."

…

The next morning, Audun decided he'd better head over to his friends' house and see how things had gone the previous day. He'd had to leave in order to care for Mojo and had then collapsed into bed, exhausted. Caring for the grumpy old horse could sometimes wear him out. "I wonder how they're doing with Ivy and Briar," he wondered aloud as he climbed onto his dragon's back. "You think they've made any progress?"

Phantom trilled noncommittally.

But whatever Audun had been expecting, the sight that met his eyes when he landed in front of the girls' house made him stare in utter surprise and exasperation.

Hillevi and Alva were shouting at each other. Loudly. And occasionally hitting each other when words failed them.

And standing just behind them, the two heads of the Zippleback were growling and snapping at each other, their eyes narrowed angrily.

"Uh…" Audun looked down at Hiccup, who was watching the fiasco with bleary, bloodshot eyes. "Hey, Hiccup…what's…um…how's it going?"

Hiccup glared at him. "You remember how I said yesterday that I hated you?"

"Yes," Audun replied slowly.

"Well, this time I really mean it," Hiccup said with a huff, followed immediately by a yawn. "They've been arguing and fighting pretty much since the moment you left last night. I haven't gotten a single minute of sleep."

"Yeah, uh…I can see that," Audun said, taking in the lad's bedraggled appearance. Beside him, Toothless grumbled, his forepaws covering his eyes as he tried to sleep through the ruckus the girls and dragon were causing. "Well…did you at least get any training in last night?"

Hiccup snorted. "The only thing this Zippleback has been trained to do is bicker like its new mistresses."

Audun hummed, looking up at the dragon. The right head, Briar, let out a stream of green gas, which Ivy ignited with a spark. The resulting explosion was small, but it was enough to stun the two heads, at least for a few minutes. Meanwhile, on the ground, both Hillevi and Alva had collapsed from sheer exhaustion. Hillevi mumbled something about continuing their "discussion" later before she fell asleep. Alva was already out and did not reply.

"Well," Audun said after a moment. "I have heard that pets come to take on the characteristics of their owners." Then, after a brief pause, he added, "I just didn't figure on it happening so soon…"
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The Name Shame

**A/N: So this one came from a conversation I had with my friend (who, I might add, has not seen the **_**Dragons **_**TV show). When I mentioned that one of the TV show's villains was named Alvin, she cracked up. When I asked what was so funny, she explained her reasoning to me, and this story stems from that. I hope you enjoy it. :) **

Invaded.

Dear Thor Almighty, it had actually happened. Berk had been invaded. By the Outcasts, one of the most violent and bloodthirsty of the Viking tribes in the Archipelago. And it couldn't have happened at a worse time: the armory had been destroyed by a fire (which may or may not have been caused by a dragon – no one was totally sure) so they were almost completely without weapons. And, because of the sudden hatred toward dragons that Mildew had inspired (Hillevi in particular was ready to gut the old man for his prejudice and the way he had somehow convinced the entire village that dragons were unfit to live among them), their fire-breathing friends were on Dragon Island, too far away to be of any help whatsoever.

So it was really no surprise that the Outcasts had invaded without a struggle. It wasn't as if Berk could fight back without weapons or dragons to defend themselves with. And so it was that a group of the villagers stood prisoner on the beach, watching silently on as the Outcast leader addressed them cockily.

He was a big man with thick, muscular arms that looked as though they could choke a fully grown Viking without even trying. A thick black beard concealed a large portion of his face and reached down past his chest. He wore wrist cuffs covered in long, sharp spines and shoulder pads with even bigger, sharper spikes, as well as a helmet battered from many a fierce battle. But worst of all was the steely black glint in his eyes, eyes that were filled with bloodthirsty glee and not even a hint of regret. This was a man without a conscience, someone who didn't care if innocent people were slaughtered, a person who reveled in death and destruction if it meant he could take over the island.

And he was looking for Hiccup.

The rumor had spread across the island as fast as the Outcasts themselves: their leader was here searching for the famous Dragon Conqueror. Apparently Outcast Island was overrun with dragons, and they were out of control. But with the fabled Dragon Conqueror under his command, the Outcast leader would be able to use the creatures to level entire villages. He would become a formidable force, even more so than he was now. He would be unstoppable, and everyone knew it.

Thankfully, Hiccup was apparently in hiding, for he was nowhere to be found at the moment. In fact, Audun hadn't seen him all day. He prayed the boy was safe. Despite his intelligence and skills with dragons, he wouldn't stand a chance in actual combat with thirty-plus Outcast soldiers.

"For those of you who haven't figured it out," called the Outcast leader. "I am the one and only Alvin the Treacherous. And let me be—"

There was a snort of laughter, and Alvin fell silent. All eyes turned to the person who had let the sound loose, and Audun suppressed a groan.

"Alvin?" Hillevi snickered. "What kind of name is Alvin? It's not even a Norse name!"

_For Thor's sake, Hillevi, don't anger the big ugly Viking with a whole army at his disposal! _Audun thought.

Hillevi either didn't know what her friend was thinking or else ignored him, for she went on, "If you really think the name 'Alvin' is one that instills us with fear, then you're dumber than you look! And that is saying something!"

Alvin scowled with rage, and the soldiers flanking him tensed up, apparently considering firing their crossbows at the young Viking woman who dared to mock their boss. "It's Alvin the Treacherous!" the Outcast leader growled. "And let me be clear, that name was earned."

"'Alvin'?" Tuffnut asked, and then he scoffed. "How did he earn that?"

No one answered him.

"Whether you earned the 'Treacherous' part or not," Hillevi said, putting her hands on her hips as if she hadn't a care in the world, "'Alvin' just isn't a name I can take seriously. I mean, for Thor's sake, you say your name and I see a little chipmunk singing Snoggletog songs in a high, squeaky voice, not a fierce Viking warrior."

At this, several other people started to snicker, some of them Outcasts. Even Audun had to stifle a chuckle as the weirdest of mental images invaded his mind.

"Enough!" Alvin roared. "You will fear me, do you understand?! I am Alvin the Treacherous, and—"

"Stop, just stop!" Hillevi interrupted, shaking her head and laughing out loud now. "Every time you say your name I can't contain myself! It's just too silly!"

"It makes me want to sing Snoggletog songs!" Alva interjected. "Everyone, sing with me!…

"_Snoggle-Snoggletog is here_

_Time for toys and time for cheer…_"

The other Hooligans started to join in, singing with rough voices punctuated by chuckles and giggles while the Outcasts all watched them with identical expressions of stunned disbelief on their faces, though some were trying to hide smiles by now.

"_We've been good, but we can't last_

_Hurry Snoggletog, come fast…_"

Alvin let out a bellow of rage, but by now no one was paying him any attention. Even his own soldiers were laughing now, unable to contain themselves any longer.

"Just go back to Outcast Island," Hillevi said. "No one here is going to take you seriously at this point, no matter what you do. So just crawl back to your little island and leave us alone. Seriously, just go."

And, to everyone's surprise, Alvin, his head bowed in utter shame, did just that.

Later, at the celebration in the Great Hall, Stoick asked Hillevi if there was anything he could do to reward her for her courage. In response, she just shrugged and said, "I don't know, chief. But I think my friends would appreciate having their dragons back. I mean, if we ever end up in a situation where we have to defend ourselves without weapons, it would be nice to have the dragons on our side."

Stoick, who had been regretting his decision to banish the dragons ever since Hiccup had taken them away, nodded and said, "You make a fair point, lass. Consider it done."

The cheers got, if possible, even louder at this.

"Though I do have one question," Hiccup said as they left the hall to make the trip to Dragon Island. "The way you phrased your request: you said, 'My friends would appreciate'. Why didn't you say, 'I would appreciate'? Don't you want Daydream back too?"

Hillevi smirked. "Daydream never left Berk," she said. "Did you really think I was going to let your dad and that old fart Mildew bully me into leaving my dragon behind? Please!"

No one could think of anything to say to this, but they all laughed pleasantly as they rushed down to the docks.


End file.
